FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
like two castaways on a desert island, our conversation at
supper, evening after evening, revealed the fact that the same
thoughts had struck us simultaneously in the course of the
day. But it was only our egotisms that worked together, each
helping the other. I could see clearly where we parted
company. We both liked to spend our leisure in the open air,
he shooting, I ski-ing. . . . But then? Peter thought me too
serious and I did not understand British humour (as serious a
fault in the eyes of an Englishman as it is for a Chinaman to
"lose face." ) I had the bad taste to lay down the law about
the art of living. Peter was bored by my craving to under-
stand the thousands of diverse lives that make up humanity
and bored, too, by my need to relate my own life to life in
general. How could anybody be so crazy as to want to find
out whether men's efforts brought about an improvement in
human nature? Peter was troubled by none of these things.
In his imperturbable wisdom he looked on human beings as
characters in a comedy. As to his deeper self, his timidity
usually made him hide it beneath a facetious dignity. Except
at rare intervals, he seemed persuaded that his concerns were
of no interest to anybody. . . .
I found the tent-pole. That was what mattered just then.
And success made me sing as I returned to Peter, who stood
waiting for me to appear in the plain he dominated.